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THINK CAREFULLY, DAVE,' IF THE 




IF THAT'S TRUE, GENE, IT MEANS 
MURDERER. MUST BE RIGHT HERE 
THE TuM SUIN'- K! ^ ■ ■■ — 


SPILL WHAT HE ■ 
SHERIFF ? >C?== 


HERE: 


niNUTES LATER J 

















































































































































WHOEVER'S DOIN' ALL 7 
UNCLZ MIGHTY WELL, 
FAVORITE TONE AN'H 
AN APPLE ->=5=: 


dUT SOMEBODY DID GET , 
A GHOST / WHEN YOU WE 
WHOPPER, THAT PERSON 
THE KITCHEN AN'-- 


- IT WASN'T 

THE PARLOR, 


CH HELP, GENE! EVERYBODY 
* £ NC / £ C JM T WELlJ A yEA 


THAT'S NOT 
HAS BEEN O / 
THEY ALL KN 


< ranJe i P' ART ‘ EiAUrRy ' s CoM,N ‘ 




















































WCHTHMeS 


' NOTHIN' ABOOT . 

v; 




cowhand S( lbht\ 

OUGHT A SG.LL OL 





























THEN THAT'S WHY J/M WAS SHOT / 
SOMEBODY'S TRY/N' TO SCARE OFF . 
COWHANDS - AN ' FORCE YOU TO QUIT 
OUT... THE HILLER. WANTS A FREE Ha 
LOOK FOR THE CA$M _ 


BANKS/ SO X KNOW HU 

HERE ON THE RANCH 


Hi 

IE 

IF YOU PAID MORE'N TWENTY BUCKS FOR 
THIS SADDLE , YOU EOT GYPPED! 

MTxeep yoKS NOS BOOT a «yl 
Sia WM Business, AUTRY, IF you Mt 

WANT A STAY HEALTHY ! 

BETTER KEEP TABS ON ARTIE, TILL 1 

HE LEA VE s, HANK! HE MIGHT SET 1 
THE BUNK HOUSE ON FIRE THE - M 

1P*I 

BUT X THOUGHT JIM HAD PLENTY O' 1 

MONEY J THIS RANCH... - 

HE LEFT A LOT O' CASH , BUT 

" % ^£\ £ dibd without T£L t[ N WHBRe ^. 























































NOT SO FA ST, HANK! LIST BN, BOVS'. fFZ 
PROM!SB TO CLEAR UP THIS MVSTERY 
ill THE HEXT T! VEHTV-EW HOMS, H.U. 

f I'M WILLIN’- I SUESS■ -WHATSAY, SANDY 

/ A-ALL RIGHT, B-BUT IF X DON'T 

A WAKE UP DEAD TOMORROW 
^ m-moOhih', i'll Be ,-slkpelseo^ 

TJ I HOPE SHERIFF M AHKS S£M?MS£&S ^E,CHAMP, i - 

i \f C Asi,A^RyV° /v f U eTr Wa 0 n N J H fSll .. 1 


' HBARD £ 0% N An"1nInAN INTHE$E U PARTS) 

L CALLED * CHIEF YELLOW HAlfV ?^^^— y 

SEND WORD IF YOU NEED ME, GENE! j 

FLL^COME PRONTO! SORRY X WASN'T I 

7 /Sf Nope! THERE AIN'T 0EEN\ 

/ AgJ ,ANY INJUNS IN THIS COUNTVJ 
-- -- . ' '£!«.' —--- 


































ARne^BoueHT" 




0 VBSI THBSNDd THE TRAIL 

fGBTTIN' CLOSE f TOMORROW 
[OUGHTA BURV BOTH YOUR GHi 








































































SOMETHIN' 


THAT MADE THOSE MARKS' 


MARKS 




PHOSPHORESCENT PAINT! Th 
EXPLAINS WHOPPER'S &HOS1 
SHINY FACE ! 
































tV’WHAT'S TH-JH/S : 




THAT'S fiNQfiGHf. 


(OQ YOU /ZBALLY THINK- YOU CAN 

CLEAR fjR AU. THESE MYSTERIES BY 
















































































































































































































f MONEY JJ JfLET'S PUT THE PICTURE ON THE 

i v table ano open the frame/ 

<MdL^L jmjafi 


mi 

I'M A OY/N' MAN! THAT POISONED ) 1 

PAINTH SET ME TO A DOC,QU/CK! J 

S3 0W HOT TILL YOU'VE DONE SOME% 

\ { TALKIN', ARTIE/ HANK NAS IN 1 

'f3k r//4y W,TH V0U ' NASN'THE7/i 

SSCReYpASSAe^ a°coupla months 

ago, an' FieseReo jm:s cash was 

HID THBRE! we STARTED THE SHOST 
STUFF. TO COVER OUR HUNTIN' FOR THE . 


fDOT POUND f a wHEN*wJ?LT S °^\ P 

' THOMAS SAID HE WAS 60/N' TO \ 

THE SHERIFF, HANK WAS AFRAID ] 

HE'D FOUND OUT SOMETHIN', SO / 

V HE ambushed him/ ■ 

| YOU slashed YOUR OWN \ ■ 

SADDLE. AN' PRETENDED ) H| 

YEAH! J HID OUT IN THE SECRET PASSAGE 
MOST O' TH' TIME! IT WAS EASY TO PLAY 
GHOST TR/CKS FROM THERE / NOW G/T ME ^ 

TO A DOC!! / -—---~ 

YOU WON'T DIE, ARTIE -- 
| AT LEAST NOT TILL YOU'VE 

Nfll ¥ HAD^/^y TR p^J 0 ^ H ^^ HAr A 

til 




/ SO you TRICKED ME INTO TALKIN', ) 

( then THERE AIN'T REALLY NO GHOST? 

^-, ( (TAKE 'EM AWAY, BOYS! THE ) 

\J ( SHERIFF'LL BE GLAD TO SEE J 

/ /YrETR 'ks’ r'?SCARE R VOU L BOVS 

jkfi 

1/ ( / r HAUNTED "ANYMORE, 

A [hlANKS TO' GENE 

mM 


































"Da-a-vey! Davey Adams! 

When Mom used that tone Davey 
knew he must answer a-running or 
she'd coop him up in the house all day 
and tell Dad on him that night. Dad 
was Sheriff Fred Adams and his blue 
eyes could turn to glinting ice when he 
was angry. So Davey propped the old 
wagon wheel, with which he had been 
playing, against the side of the stable 
and raced across the ranch yard to¬ 
ward the house. 

Molly Adams was standing in the 
kitchen doorway, arms akimbo above 
her starched checked apron. "Look at 
that woodpile!" She pointed an accuS- 
ing'finger at a dozen sticks of wood 
scattered near the rain barrel. "Didn't 
Dad tell you to keep that wood piled 
neatly?" . , 

"Yes'm." Davey rubbed his bare toes 
in the dust. "But, Mom, the wheel got 
away from me an' smacked into it. ." 

"That awful wheel!" Molly inter¬ 
rupted. "It's always getting away from 
you! You broke a whole row of tomato 
plants with it, knocked over a pailful 
of milk, broke the hen yard fence . . ." 
She paused, her eyes thoughtful. "I've 
got a good mind to make you chop it 
up for kindling." 

"Oh, no, Mom," Davey wailed. 
"Please don't! I won't play with it in 
the yard again. I'll roll it up in the 
canyon. Please, Mom! I'm gettin' so 
good at rollin' it!^Why, it goes just 

Molly looked down into her son's 
eager, pleading face. She remembered 
the scarcity of toys for ten-year-olds in 
the raw, new West. "All right, Davey," 


’ she said at last,, "but, if you ever roll 
it near this house again, it-goes up in 

"And you won't tell Dad I . . er . . 
kinda forgot the chores this mornin'?" 

Molly smiled. "Not if you hurry and 
do them while I mix up a batch of 
doughnuts. Doughnuts might make 
Dad forget to ask what time you got 
through." , 

"Maybe they'll make him forget 
Black Mike, too," chirped Davey, rac¬ 
ing away toward the scattered wood. 

Those words rang in Molly's ears all 
day. If Fred only could forget Black 
Mike! For two months, ever since Fred 
had shot it out with three of Black 
Mike's gang, the shadow of the no¬ 
torious outlaw had hung over them. 
Molly could remember every word of 
the bandit leader's threatening note: 
"Think yer smart, don't you, Sheriff? 
I'm cornin' back to these parts and 
when I do I'm comin to get you!" 

Black Mike had never been known 
to back down on a threat. Several 
graves in the Southwest bore mute 
testimony to that. So his shadow hov¬ 
ered blackly above the Adams home 
and Molly often saw worry in her hus¬ 
band's eyes. Fred Adams wasn't wor¬ 
ried because he lacked courage but be¬ 
cause he feared he would not beat 
Black Mike ta the draw. Then the des¬ 
perado's reign of terror would continue 
unchecked. 

As soon as Davey saw Dad that 
night/ he knew something was wrong 
because the little muscles were bunch¬ 
ed along Dad's jaw. And there was no 
warmth in Dad's blue eyes. They were 
frosty, like icicle tips. 








Molly took one look at her tall, 
bronzed husband in the brightness of 
the kitchen and the question leaped 
from her lips, "He's back, isn't he, 
Fred?" 

Fred nodded and tossed his big 
Stetson on the hook by the door. Cold 
chills ran up and down Davey's spine. 
Dacf had not taken off his gun belt to 
hang it under the hat, as he usually 


"Sheriff Bagby, over in Canon City, 
sent me word this noon that Black 
Mike's headed this way, robbin' an' 
shootin' as he comes. It won't be long 
now." Dad's voice was as frozen os his 


eyes. 

Davey was a true child of the West, 
so he knew what Dad meant. He had 
seen guns spit death before. Silently 
he resolved that Black Mike's gun 
would not spit death at his beloved 
Dpd. Not if HE could help it! 

The Adams home was carefully 
barred apd'locked that night. Several 
times, as the hours dragged toward 
dawn, Molly slipped from window to 
window, checking the shadows, watch¬ 
ing for moving ones. She knew that 
Black Mike would head for Fred first, 
to make good the threat he had made. 

The sun was flooding the rangeland 
next morning when Fred tame into the 
kitchen to find Molly cooking flap- 
jacks. He was wearing his gun and 
there were lines of strain around his 
mouth, but he grinned as he said: 

"Where's Davey? Still sleepin'?" 

Molly shook off her icy dread to 
smile back. "Mercy, no! He's outgo¬ 
ing his chores. He says if Black Mike 
comes around, he wants the wotk 
caught up." 

Fred chuckled. "He's a funny kid." 
He sniffed hungrily. "Gosh,, those 
smell good. I'll hove o coupla dozen." 

Molly turned a flushed face from 
the stove. "Worrying hasn't taken your 
appetite then?" 

Fred started for the toble. "Nope, I 
can alwqys eat . . . Black Mike or no 
Black Mike." 

"Maybe I got somethin' to say about 
that!" The snarling voice came from 
the back door. "Up with 'em. Sheriff!". 


Slowly Fred's hands rose into the air. 
Molly fought off faintness as she 
stared at the black-bearded giant in 
the open doorway. 

"You might give him a chance to 
draw against you!" she blurted. 

Black Mike leered at her. "Spunky, 
ain't ya? Well, I'm settlin' my score . . . 
here an' now!" The ugly muzzle of his 
gun pointed straight at Fred's broad 

Crash! Something hit Mike's legs, 
spilling him like a sack of meal. Crash! 
The same something landed against. 
the breakfast table, smashing it to the 
floor. Instantly Fred was on top of the 
outlaw, grabbing his gun and saying, 
"Reckon you talked too soon, Mike." 

Molly was staring at the dust- 
smeared spokes in the wreckage of the 
table. "The wheel!" she gasped. 
"Davey's wagon wheel!" 

Davey squeezed past Dad and his 
prisoner, his words tumbling out in an 
excited stream. "I didn't have, a gun, 
Mom, so I got the wheel an' hid in the 
barn. I saw Black Mike sneakin' down 
from the canyon . . all alone. Then 
I—" He stopped to eye the wreckage. 
"Gee! I sure messed things up, didn't 
I? Are you mad, Mom? Are you gonna 
burn the wheel?" 

Molly gathered him into her arms, 

. speaking through her tears. "Of 
course, not! You can keep the wheel 
■ always. I'll never say a word. Oh, 
Davey—.my baby!" 

"Baby, nothin'!" Fred said proudly. 
"Beginnin' tomorrow, he's goin' to 
learn how to use a gun . . just in case 
he hasn't got a wagon wheel handy 
the next time he meets up with an out¬ 
law!" 






















































































































































































































































































































' TO THANK. YOU, 
IT HON DID VOU 


fSHERIFF NEST TO LOME THE WHOLB 
'STORYJ I FOLLOWED MAXON OUT HE* 


I DON'T KNOW h 
MISTER AUTRY! 
HAPPEN TO COME 


PRETEND TO HELP US/ 


VCKS RIGHT NOW f\ Vf r,CK %£M ' 


GOSH/ THAT LOOKS LIKE THE CHESTNUT 

1 I FIGURED YOU AN' BOBBY COULD USE ) 

\ EXTRA help in guardin' your 
































































































RAPING BOBBY! 


HELP! r “£y'#£_ 


RECKON 
PICTURE / 














































































































































QWWW// 




-WS HCMBRB TO THE CIRCLE • 
KNOW WHATS HAPPENED! —— 
«W TWtf AFTERNOON/^/ 




























































































